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tery of the railroad; but to me, a wanderer from
boyhood, the shining straight way has always
been at once a magic symbol and an inspiration.
"Aladdin's Carpet" I call it to myself, with a
shuddering sense of expectancy and delight; at
any moment I can close my eyes and hear the
chun\'chunl(, chunl(etty'chunl{ of the blood beat'
ing in the great heart of the monster who will
carry me to the home of Heart's Desire.

The great railways of the world are to me be'
neficent Titans who have beauty and health and
wonder as gifts and are always prodigal of boun-
ty. Think of the Canadian Pacific, whose impe'
rious purpose holds arrow-straight from Quebec
to Vancouver, through untrodden pine'forests,
over unchristened lakes and unchartered prairies
and heaped'up mountain'ranges to the great
ocean where West and East are one. Think of
the New York Central which follows the Hud"
son quietly for miles and miles and then flings
itself coil on coil over the Adirondacks to dart,
straight as a serpent striking, to Chicago, a thou'
sand miles away. Or recall for a moment the
Cape Railway, like a homing-pigeon circling
round Table Mountain before it finds its line
due north to the Victoria Falls, the first breath'
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